PROLOGUE 


“You’re not being very cooperative Mr. Taylor.” 


Two gentlemen sat across from each other in a dark room, a man in what seemed 
to be his late 40’s, and a teenager, who couldn’t have been more than nineteen. It 
was pitch black, save for a singular light blossoming from the end of the young 
man’s cigarette. Under normal circumstances, the kid would have had those 
confiscated, but it seemed that both were in agreement that it was irrelevant 
towards the bigger picture. 


“And why the fuck should |?” 
“Because people’s lives are at risk unless you cooperate.” 
“People’s lives are at risk if | do.” 


The older man had just about lost his patience at this point. The two had been 
running around in circles much like this for the last hour or so, and it certainly didn’t 
help that the kid’s smug attitude was practically insufferable. The older man 
couldn’t help but wonder how this kid could have had any friends, but quickly 
brushed the thought aside. Now’s not the time. | have to keep a cool head here. 


“Perhaps you don’t quite understand. You and your little friends’ game is putting us 
all at risk, and unless you tell me everything you know, people will die.” 


“Oh no | understand quite clearly. | think YOU are the one who doesn’t quite 
comprehend.” 


“Then tell me. WHAT don’t | comprehend?” 


“They aren’t the ones who started this. In fact, they may be the only ones who can 
stop it.” 


Maybe it was the toxic odor of smoke filling the room. Maybe it was the kid’s smug 
insolence hiding behind half a grin. Maybe it was the pressure of the entire situation 
pushing down upon him. Whatever it was, it was enough to push the older man over 
the edge. 


“I’ve had enough of these games kid. You’re going to tell me what you know, and 
you’re going to do it now.” 


The teenager took a drag of the cigarette, the smell of smoke perfuming the room 
in it’s terrible odor. He paused for what seemed like a good minute, starring across 
the black room, at what, one could only guess. Finally after what felt like ages, the 


teenager lifted his eyes, the light of his cigarette reflecting off his blue eyes, 
illuminating his strawberry-blonde hair. He let loose a quick sigh. 


“My cooperation is circumstantial. Tell me, what exactly do you want to know.” 


“Everything.” 


